BARBARIAN STORIES

through my finger-tips, as water goes down a foun-
tain pipe. I went out of her shop and along the streets
with the gentle light coming out from half-shut win-
dows and under doors, and I was not afraid of the
Emperor's soldiers. There was the House with the
Cellar on ahead, and with the Brothers peace and
danger. Because-oh, I am right, aren't I?-peace
is a thing like love that one can't have just when
one wants: it comes to one suddenly when one
isn't thinking of it. But I knew it would be there
in the Church hovering like a bright light over
swords.

There was an archway on my right before I came
to the House. Two houses leant together with
plaster cracking off them, and someone had made this
archway of beams between. In the daytime there
were sometimes two poor cripples who sat begging,
and I always gave them a little; but at night, even
when I was with father, I used to want to hurry past
and not look, because I might just see the things that
used to happen up the alley, and I might want to look
again. That would have been the other sort of danger
that there is no peace in. So I got close to the archway,
but I wasn't thinking of all that then, I had my eyes
on the door of the House, and I was just passing the
archway -

Oh! We have come to the inn where you live.
What a funny stone beast that is in front of it! Now
you must read all those letters - how clever of you
to be able to read! - and have your supper in this
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